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attracts a certain type of mind. The state of England is
not really parlous. It in no way justifies any unsound or
hysterical departure from our traditional policy. But
there is no disguising the fact that certain so-called thinkers
have been playing for some time past with the idea of
reviving a c splendid isolation,* based (whether they admit
it or not) on the destruction of Free Trade. The young
Member for Mid-Bucks in his speech handled for a moment
that corner-stone of Liberalism, and then let it drop;
perhaps he thought it too weighty for him. But reduced
to its elements, Foggartism is a plea for the abandonment
of Free Trade, and a blow in the face of the League of
Nations."
Michael sighed and turned to the Labour article, which
was signed, and struck a more human note :
" And so we are to have our children carted off to the
Antipodes as soon as they can read and write, in order
that the capitalist class may be relieved of the menace
lurking in Unemployment. I know nothing of Sir James
Foggart, but if he was correctly quoted in Parliament
yesterday by a member for an agricultural constituency,
I smell Prussianism about that old gentleman. I wonder
what the working man is saying over his breakfast-table ?
I fear the words : 4 To hell!' are not altogether absent
from his discourse. No, Sir James Foggart, English Labour
intends to call its own hand ; and with all the old country's
drawbacks, still prefers it for itself and its children. We
are not taking any. Sir James Foggart."
' There it is naked,' thought Michael. * The policy ought
never to have been entrusted to me. Blythe ought tp have
found a Labour townsman.'
Foggartism, whittled to a ghost by jealousy and class-
hatred, by shibboleth, section and Party—he had a vision
of it slinking through the purlieus of the House and the

